tacking, as Washington had explicitly ordered him to do. Lee,
sitting potbellied on his horse at left, could only stammer "Sir?
Sir?" to Washington's angry questions. Jn a towering rage, Wash-
ington called Lee "a damned poltroon," Then he turned the
army around and formed it in position behind a hedge to meet

the British attack. The fighting that followed, on a blistering
hot day, was as costly to the British as to the Americans, but
both sides held their ground. During the night, while Washing-
ton slept in his cloak under an oak tree, the British stole off to
Sandy Hook and boarded ships for the safety of New York.

